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The Easter H
at 
R
O
SE
M
A
R
Y
 
H
A
V
IL
A
N
Il 
Putting 
the lid 
o
n
 the ivory pow
der-
box, D
oris gave 
the dressing-table 
a last 
hurried 
glance. 
She 
m
o
v
ed 
the 
pin 
c
u
shion 
a
n
 inch to
 the 
right 
a
nd 
sn
apped 
off 
the 
lights. 
Picking 
up 
her 
gloves, 
she 
w
alked 
w
ith firm
, 
steady 
steps to the 
door 
of her 
ro
o
m
 
a
nd paused. 
A
fter 
a 
m
o
m
e
nt's 
hesitation, 
she 
w
alked back 
to 
the 
dre
ssing-table 
a
nd 
sw
itched 
o
n
 
the 
lights
.
 
"M
y 
old 
hat 
looks 
terrible," 
she 
thought to herself. 
"T
his is 
su
ch 
a 
nice 
day 
.
 
.
 
.
 
1 
think 
1'11 
w
e
a
r 
m
y 
n
e
w
 
hat 
-
just 
o
n
c
e
, 
to 
break 
it in before 
E
aster
.
"
 
D
oris 
threw
 
the 
brow
n 
felt 
o
n
 
the 
bed a
nd u
n
tied the blue box. 
She folded 
back 
the 
tissue papel' 
a
nd 
c
a
refully 
took 
the blue 
straw
 from
 
the billow
s 
of 
w
hite 
froth. 
H
U
T
a" 
"
-n
 
c
x
p
c
n
"iv
e
 
l"otL 
-
tn
at 
is, 
e
xpensive for D
oris; but it 
w
a
s 
su
ch 
a 
tem
ptation, 
a
nd 
w
ith 
proper 
c
a
re
, 
she 
c
o
uld 
e
v
e
n
 
w
e
a
r it 
n
e
x
t year. 
M
entally 
she 
c
alculated h
e
r 
sa
vings. 
Y
es 
-
T
om
 
w
o
uld 
w
a
n
t her to
 have the hat, 
e
v
e
n
 if 
he 
c
o
uld 
n
o
t 
se
e
 her 
w
e
a
r it. 
She 
adjusted the 
v
eil 
a
nd 
o
n
c
e
 
again 
w
alked 
to 
the 
door, 
w
ith 
light-hearted 
steps; 
a
nd hearing 
the 
clock in 
the hall 
hic
c
o
ugh 
s
e
v
e
n
 
tinkling 
dings, 
she 
ra
n
 
dow
n 
the 
stairs. 
''1'11 
be 
hom
e 
at 
four-thirty, 
M
rs. 
H
artly. 
Please 
put 
m
y 
letters 
o
n
 
the 
hall table." 
A
nd 
w
ithout 
w
aiting for 
a
n
 
a
n
sw
e
r 
D
oris left 
the 
house. 
W
aiting 
at the 
c
u
rb for the 
stop light 
to 
change, she sm
iled at the green daffodil 
shoots bordering the la
w
n
. 
A
fter 
c
ro
ss-
ing 
the 
str·eet, 
she 
had 
to 
w
alk 
a
c
ro
ss 
C
lim
bing C
reek bridge 
to 
the 
street 
c
a
r 
stop. 
L
eaning 
o
v
e
r the 
w
ide gray 
stone 
railing, 
she looked 
at the 
splashing 
river, 
sw
ollen 
w
ith 
spring 
rains. 
T
he M
arch 
w
ind gave 
a 
tug 
at 
the 
n
e
w
 h
at, 
rolled it dow
n the 
stone 
railing, 
a
nd 
sn
atched it from
 
the bridge. 
D
oris 
uttered 
a 
c
o
m
bined 
c
ry 
of 
su
rprise 
a
nd 
a
nger, but it 
w
a
s 
of 
n
o
 
u
se; 
the ;Easter 
hat 
w
a
s 
gone. 
T
he 
w
ater 
grasped 
it 
from
 
the 
w
ind 
a
nd 
playful!y 
tossed 
it 
from
 her 
sight. 
T
he 
street c
a
r w
a
s grinding to 
a 
stop, 
a
nd D
oris 
ra
n
 to 
c
atch it. 
A
fter losing 
her hat
,
 
she did 
n
ot 
w
a
n
t to be late for 
w
o
rk. 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
"W
hat's 
all 
the 
trouble? 
Som
ebody 
givin' 
a
w
ay 
cigarettes?" 
"1 
don't know
. 
Seem
s like it 
m
u
st 
be 
so
m
ethin' im
portant 
-
police 
all 
o
v
e
r 
the 
place." 
"L
ife 
sa
vin' 
squad, looks H
ke. 
P
ro-
bably 
so
m
ebody left the gas 
o
n
 
al! 
night. 
1 hope 
the 
street 
c
a
r 
w
o
n
't be 
tied 
up. 
1 have 
to get to 
tow
n in 
a hurry. 
See 
you later
,
 Ed." 
"G
ood 
m
o
rning, 
M
iss 
N
e
w
c
o
m
b. 
L
ots 
of 
e
x
citem
ent 
this 
m
o
rning. 
Ed 
just told 
m
e
 that 
so
m
ebody probably left 
the gas 
o
n
 
al! 
night. 
If 
so
, 
there isn't 
m
u
ch hope 
for 
them
. 
Police 
m
ight 
a
s 
w
ell go back." 
"D
o you know
 w
ho it is?" 
a
sked M
iss 
N
cw
com
b, eyes w
ide 
w
ith c
o
n
c
e
rn
. 
"N
o, 
but 
it 
m
u
st 
be 
so
m
e
o
n
e
 
w
ho 
lives 
n
e
a
r 
here. 
T
here's 
m
y 
ride 
.
.
.
.
 
Y
ou find 
o
ut 
the particulars 
a
nd let 
m
e
 
know
 
a1l 
about it 
tonight." 
"M
rs. Findley!! 
W
hat's the 
m
atter? 
1 have 
su
ch 
a 
short 
tim
e before 1 
m
u
st 
9
-
leave for 
w
o
rk 
a
nd I'm
 
alive 
w
ith 
c
u
rio-
sity. 
M
I'
.
 
B
radford 
said 
that 
so
m
e
o
n
e
 
left the gas 
o
n
 
a11 
night." 
"M
y 
dear
,
"
 
tw
ittered 
M
rs. 
Findley, 
"1 
w
o
uldn't know
 
about the gas, but they 
finished 
the business 
by drow
ning." 
"D
row
ning?" 
"Y
es, 
e
vidently 
it 
w
a
s 
a 
w
o
m
a
n
. 
They found part 
of her 
clothing
.
 
R
eal 
e
xpensive it 
w
a
s, 
too. 
H
arold 
told 
m
e
 
her hat 
w
a
s 
straw
 
w
ith lots 
of 
v
eiling 
a
nd 
w
hite flow
ers
.
"
 
"D
o you 
m
e
a
n
 to 
say that she leaped 
off 
the 
bridge?" 
"Leaped, 
fe11, 
01' 
w
a
s 
pushed," 
said 
M
rs. Findley 
w
ith 
so
m
e 
satisfaction. 
"1 
don't doubt but 
w
hat she leaped." 
"T
he c
ro
w
d seem
s to be leaving, M
rs. 
Findley. 
A
re you 
going 
d
o
w
ntow
n?" 
'
'Y
es, 1 thought I'd do 
the 
m
a
rketing 
e
a
rly. 
If 1 don't get dow
n 
there 
w
hen 
they 
open, 
a11 
the fruit is bruised." 
"G
ood 
m
o
rning, 
R
everend Price
.
 
suppose you've heard 
the 
n
e
w
s?" 
1 
"Y
es, 
it 
started 
o
ut 
to 
be 
a 
fine 
m
o
r
ninS', 
Mi~~ 
N
e"\v
coJl1b_ 
Jt.:iS,!;l sh~..mp 
that 
a 
thing like this 
should happen. 
1 
heard that she m
u
st ha
v
e
 had u
nfortu
n
ate 
n
e
w
s from
 her husband. 
So 
m
u
ch 
sad-
n
ess in the 
w
o
rld; the w
a
r lea v
es terrible 
so
rro
w
s. 
If 1 
c
a
n
 find 
o
ut her 
n
a
m
e
, 
1'11 se
e
 that her fam
ily is n
otified. 
W
ait-
ing for 
a 
street c
a
r? 
Y
ou 
a
re
 w
e!com
ed 
to 
ride dow
ntow
n 
w
ith 
m
e
." 
"Thank you, 
but 1 believe 1'11 
w
ait. 
1 don't 
w
a
nt to get to the office 
so
 
e
a
rly, 
a
nd I'd like to find 
o
ut 
m
o
re
 
about this 
pOOl' 
w
o
m
a
n
.
"
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
*
 
It 
se
e
m
ed to D
oris that the daffodils 
h
ad grow
n a
n
 inch since she had left that 
m
o
rning
.
 
She 
stooped 
o
v
e
r 
to 
touch 
th
e 
le
af 
of 
a 
sIen del' 
green 
shoot 
a
nd 
straightenect 
up 
w
hen 
she 
re
m
e
m
bered 
the Ietters 
w
aiting for her. 
M
rs. 
H
artly 
opened 
the 
door 
for 
D
oris
,
 
saying, 
"Y
our 
letters 
a
re
 
o
n
 
the 
tableo 
B
ut just 
w
ait 
u
n
til 
you 
hear 
w
hat happened today. 
A
 girl 
c
o
m
m
ítted 
suicide 
by 
jumping 
off 
the 
C
lím
bing 
C
reek 
bridge 
-
m
u
st 
have 
happen
ed 
about 
the 
tim
e you left for 
w
o
rk." 
"W
hy 
did 
she 
kill 
herself?
"
 
a
sked 
D
oris 
as 
she gla
n
c
ed 
at the postm
ark 
of 
the tw
o letters. 
T
hank G
od! 
T
om
 
w
a
s
 
still 
a11 
right. 
She listened halfw
ay 
to 
M
rs
.
 H
a
rtly's 
chattering. 
"
 
.
 
.
 
.
 a
nd 
they 
say 
she got 
a 
tele-
gram
 from
 the governm
ent a
nd just killed 
herself. 
1 
suppose 
she 
dídn't 
w
a
n
t 
to 
live after her husb
a
nd died
.
 
T
hey found 
part 
of 
her 
clothing 
o
n
 the bank. 
She 
m
u
st have h
ad ple
n
ty 
of 
m
o
n
ey 
.
.
.
 the 
prettiest hat 
.
 
.
 
.
 
v
eil 
a
nd flow
ers
.
 
D
oris, 
you 
should h
a v
e
 
se
e
n
 
a11 
the 
e
x
cítem
ent
.
 
Policem
en 
c
a
rn
e
 o
ut w
ith grappling hooks. 
She 
tried to kilI herself 
w
íth gas, but it 
didn't w
o
rk, 
so
 
she leaped off the bridge." 
thought 
of 
Tom
. 
"1 
didn't 
'se
e
 
her
.
 
In 
fact, 
they 
didn
't find 
the 
body
.
 
T
he 
police 
o
nly 
stayed about a half hour, just long e
n
o
ugh 
to 
question 
the boy 
w
ho found 
the hato 
1 
te11 
you
,
 I'v
e
 
re
ally put in 
a 
day 
.
.
.
 
It
's h
a
rd 
o
n
 
m
y heart. 
R
un 
along, dear, 
a
nd 
re
ad your letters
.
"
 
D
oris bow
ed to the 
clock in the hall 
a
nd 
opened the door 
of her 
ro
o
m
. 
T
he 
brow
n hat 
w
a
s still 
o
n
 the bed. 
"1 guess 1'11 
w
e
a
r the brow
n hat to
-
m
o
rro
w
," she m
u
sed. 
A
s 
she opened the 
fat 
letter, 
her 
m
ind 
flitted 
back 
to 
the girl 
a
nd Clim
bing C
reek bridge. 
"I'm
 
glad 
I'm
 
n
ot 
that 
girl. 
I'm
 
thankful 
that 
this 
isn't 
a 
telegram
 
from
 
the 
governm
ent." 
1
0
-
